Chapter XX

SEPTEMBER 2$  (FRIDAY)

ANOTHER bright and sunny day, as welcome after the night of
murk and drizzle as the fresh hopefulness of the people after the
storm of grief and wrath.

Walking along the Watslavsky Namesti I heard the roar of a
plane. Quickly my eyes went upward, and a short distance away,
near the Museum and flying so low that we could see the number
and other insignia gleaming in the sun, was a military plane; out
of it came streams of handbills floating in the air. Soon they fell
to the ground. From every direction people ran to pick them up,
One fell directly in front of me, but before I could reach for it
a shopgirl gathered it in her hand, and when she saw that I, too,
had wanted to pick it up she invited me? smilingly, to read it as
she held it in her hand. It was a reprint of the speech of General
Sirovy, the new Prime Minister, calling on the people to observe
order and not to play into the hands of the enemy.

" Do you like your new Prime Minister?" I asked,

"Everybody does," she answered with pride. She was about
seventeen, with unruly dark-brown hair, deep-blue eyes and an
earnest expression which was accentuated by the black uniform she
was wearing.

"What d'you think is going to happen now?"

"War!" she snapped out quickly.

"Do you want war?"

" Nobody wants war; but it's better to have war than to live
under Hitler."

"You don't like Fascism?"

" I love my country, and we don't want Fascism."

"Do you speak English?" I asked.

"No!" she flung out indignantly, " nor French. The traitors!"
She ran into a nearby shop.
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